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I never get tired of strolling through the ro}ral
apartments, which, strangely enough, were trans-
formed, in 1871, into ministerial offices. For a year,
my work-table was placed near Marie Antoinette's
drawing-room, in what was called the hall of the
Grand Convert, opposite the picture representing the
Doge Imperiali apologizing to Lonis XIV. It is
there that I conceived for the palace of Versailles a
real passion. Having ceased to regard the place as a
mere curiosity, I have become deeply attached to it
as a shrine where religion and history speak in uni-
son, and where events call forth funeral orations
which need no Massillon or Bossuet for their utter-
ance. I have often returned to this historical palace,
where the dead have voice and the stones a language
to express the hollowness of greatness, the disappoint-
ments of vanity, the torments of ambition, the bitter-
ness and emptiness of glory. Seen in its true light,
that is to say, in the light of the Gospel, this palace,
with its abundant lessons, seems as impressive as a
church, and I never enter its gates without a feeling
of reverence!

I shall never forget the impression I received one
of the last times I visited it. I had just lost a sister
who had been the gentle companion of my childhood,
the friend of my youth, and I had loved her with all
my heart. She died when of the same age as Marie
Antoinette, after enduring long sufferings with won-
derful resignation. She died like a saint, as an angel
jnight die if angels were mortal. In my grief I